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Listening to the playback of the song, Trent closed his eyes, imagining the sight of Dave letting loose on the 
drums. God, all that time he wasted trying to get Jerome to play like Dave, he should have just given in and 
phoned him sooner. He knew that there was nothing better - never anything better - than the real thing. 
Something real. Tangible. Something you can reach out and touch. 


And feel. 


Like the cool metal of the door when Dave pushed him violently against it, his fingers coming up to grip Trent's 
face as they kissed. More like tried to devour one another and god damn, did that feel fucking good. 


Trent opened his eyes, remembering that he was all alone. He brought his fingers up to stroke across his lips, 


remembering the taste of Dave's mouth - stale coffee and cigarettes. He didn't think he'd be able to smell 


cigarette smoke and not remember how it tasted on Dave's tongue and his nicotine-stained fingers. 
"Damn." 


The thought of it made him groan and he looped the song again, wanting to relive as much of the session as 
he could. He remembered everything, from the banter to the playing, to more banter, and then finally giving in 
to what they had been dancing around for days. 


There had been no easy or smooth way to broach it, but what else in Trent's life had been either easy or 
smooth? In one single moment of ‘fuck-it-all', he'd placed his hand on Dave's back, stroking up and down the 
sweat-soaked t-shirt as Dave watched him. And when the staring went beyond awkward and became full-on 
eye-fucking, he let his fingers curl in the back of Dave's damp hair as he pulled him closer, meeting him with 
open mouth. The kiss was so fucking messy but good, oh so good. He remembered feeling Dave's fingers as 
they moved up and down his back before moving to his hips and shoving him backwards. Hard. 


And Trent gave in. Didn't fight it. Wouldn't fight it because it had been too fucking long since he had just given 
in to what he wanted. The bite of addiction never left and it cut deep within his soul. To finally have something 
that cut almost as deep felt like a relief and he wanted nothing more than to give over to it. 


Completely. 


He lost himself in the heat of Dave's mouth, the tight pull of his hands as they unfastened his jeans and yeah, 
that was what he'd wanted to get lost in. Dave's jeans were next and their hands worked in time, fingers pulling 
and tugging and it felt so fucking incredible. All that they wanted was to get off quickly, their mouths kissing 


and sucking the whole time. 


"Harder," was Dave's mantra, whispered into Trent's mouth as he tightened his fingers around Trent, wanting 
the same done to him. Trent knew that it wouldn't last, couldn't last as fucking keyed up as they were, amped 
up on adrenaline and pulsing drumbeats. Soon the feeling of wetness spilled onto their hands, Dave leaning 
forward and sinking his teeth into Trent's shoulder as he came, trying to stifle his scream. Their cocks spent 
and sensitive, still being stroked until it was too much. Much too much. Trent bit his lip, groaning until he could 
taste blood as he split the skin and oh, it was so fucking worth it. 


Coming back to the present, Trent ran his tongue over his bottom lip, the split in the center still tender as he 
worried it with his teeth. He chewed until he opened it again, tasting the blood, wanting to remember 


everything. 


As the track started up again in the background, he knew he could never forget. 


